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PETULANTUS AND FELICIA. 


(Concluded from page 42.) 
ARTIFEX, whose heart was a 
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door open with extraordinary violence, 
then presenting himself before the af- 
frighted Felicia; who, after an alarm- 
ing shriek, cried out, “”T'is Artifex !” 


She ran to embrace him—when he 


woman! it is indeed Petulantus! but 


‘lands Hf ompound. of cunning and villainy, sent | tife 
Juste ae 2lse information to Petulantus of the then advancing forward, “ Villain!” 

proceedings of Felicia, charging her | said she, “No, ’tis'my Petulantus !” 
pte Mwith misconduct in a variety of instan- | 

es; and spared not to hint a suspicion | stopped her, by saying, “ Stand off, false 
t, [ofher infidelity. Petulantus, upon re- | 

eiving this advice, broke out into the | no longer thy Petulantus. 











most violent condemnation of his wife, | 
and placed the account of his not hear- 
ing from her, or at least from that dis- 











respectful manner in which her letters | 
were written, to the infamous conduct | 
she had been, since his absence, in the || you tread.” “ Heaven!” exclaimed-Fe- . 
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| 
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Take this, 
presenting the cup—or this, offering her 
the sword—I am determined that you 
shall die: your crimes are so foul, and 


of that monsfrous nature, that you must 


contaminate the very ground on which 


pursuit off. He immediately procured |licia, while the tears started from her 


lave of absence from his corps, and 
having in disguise reached the castle 
where Felicia resided, he gained admit- 
tance therein by means of one of the 
servants, to whom he discovered him- 
self. 

Petulantus had not been long in his 
own house before he discovered him- 
self to his servants in general, and com- 
manded his steward to lead him in- 
stantly to the apartments of his lady. 
The servant obeyed. When as he walk- 
ed through a long gallery, decorated 
with the arms of his forefathers, he un- 
hung a sword, which, he took in his 
hand, and proceeded to the door of the 
apartment wherein was the supposed | 
false Felicia, and having reached it, he 
made a pause; after which he took a, 
phial from his pocket, the contents of | 
which he emptied into a cup he had 
brought for that purpose ; then bidding 
the servant leave him, he threw the 














eyes, and her three children clung 
about her, “can this be Petulantus ? 
and can he, after so long an absence, 
return to his faithful. Felicia to be her 
murderer? No,it cannot be! It is some 
dzmon that has assumed his shape only, 
but possesses an heart as base as that of 
Artifex.” ‘‘ Mention not the name,” re- 
plied Petulantus, “‘ your tongue is un- 
worthy to speak of so good a man.”— 
“@Q my Lord! my Petulantus!” re- 
plied Felicia in an agony of despair, 
“ Artifex is a villain! spare my life on 
what conditions you please, until you 
are satisfied of my honour and his per- 
fidy. i little time, I hope, will devel- 
ope this, at present, mysterious affair ; 
and prove that your generous nature 
has been imposed on, and that my 
honour is spotless.”—Petulantus now 
laid down the sword and the cup, and 
presented to Felicia a packet of letters, 
saying, * Read these o’er; then tell me 
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if they are fit for the eye of Petulantus.” 
Felicia, having taken the letters into 
her hands, took off the uppermost, and 
upon looking into the contents, fell on 
her knees before her husband, and 
with a look the most expressive of truth, 
answered him, “ It came not from her, 
although it had her signature.” —“* Your 
Felicia,” continued she, “ notwithstand- 
ing your slights, could never have been 
‘brought to write to you in so cold, so 
disrespectful a manner ; here is the on- 
ly remembrance I received from you 
during an eighteen month’s absence.” 
~—She then presented him with the let- 
ter before mentioned, which Petulantus 
having read, he stood petrified with as- 
tonishment. He now ran to embrace 
her and his children; and it was soon 
after discovered that Artifex, while in 
the confidence of both, had, by treach- 
ery, excited Petulantus to Jealousy, and 
Felicia to revenge, in order to answer 
the basest, the meanest of villainies, 


“That of seducing the wife of his | 


friend.” 


indie 
THE LOOKING GLASS. 
A tale of Former Times. 
(Concluded from page 42.) 
IN a moment the whole mystery 
was unravelled; each by seeing his 


companion in the mirror, at once piainly | 


perceiving that self was the only mon- 
ster, sabe they stood at some dis- 
tance from the conqueror,—whilst he 
happening to turn round saw his own 
figure again on the other side of the 
room, Help, help, cried Paddy, he’s 
come to life again; what the plague 
does the monster mean? I’ve killed you 
once, and a’nt you content? However 
Pil kill you once more, and if you are 
determined to live when you are dead, 
like a good christian, you may with all 
my heart, mind it’s not my fault, but 
hark ye, dont let me see you here again ; 
if I catch you alive or dead, Pll tar and 
feather you. ‘Then again heaving both 
his handcrow weapons, the most dread- 
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with one accord, in a few minutes |, 
them all in universal ruin, and jp , 
thousand fragments on the floor ; whe 
they would probably have stamped the 
to dust, had not a sudden thought, |i 
an electric shock, struck all prese 
each of whom gathered as many of j 
broken pieces as he could conveniey 
carry, and ran home with them. 
And now, reader, what could 4 
mean '—Mark the wickedness, ‘ 
treachery, the depravity of the humg 
heart. ‘These mirrors, perhaps you yi 
say, were carried away by the owne 
to remind them of their own deformity 
No such thing; but merely to expog 
both friends and foes, by holding th 
mirror before their faces on every occa 
sion, and where or whenever they me 
them ; and history says, that since th 
introduction of looking-glasses in this 
unhappy village, every individual wa 
perfectly acquainted with all the faults 
of all the rest of the inhabitants, but ut 
terly ignorant of his’ own; for like 
criminals before the judge, each was s0 
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ashamed of his own blasphemy against fim \ 
Hhimself on this occasion, that no one jm hon 
ever afterwards durst presume to look Mall 
himself in the face. tur 
eae eng 

THE REWARD OF BENEVOLENCE, bel 

As poor Amyntas was returning one %s 
morning from the neighbouring forest hi 
with his hatchet in his hand, and a bun- 
dle of poles on his shoulder, he beheld 
a young oak planted ‘by the side of a a 
rapid stream, The violence of the cur- 
rent had washed the earth from its j“ 
roots, and the dry trunk seemed to Mg 
wait a speedy and melancholy downfall. « 
““ What a pity is it,” said he, “ this @ 
‘young tree should fall a prey to the wa- : 
ters !_.No, it shall not be torn away by : 
tthe roots, and made the sport of the im- 








ed consequences followed, and the 


who'’+ company fell upon the mirrors} 


petuous torrent.” "Then taking the poles 
‘from his shoulders, he drove them into 
the ground, making a hollow fence 
round the bottom of the tree, which he 
filled up with moist earth. ‘Thus hav- 








ing secured the roots of the oak, he 
threw his hatchet over his shoulder, and 
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njoyed the satisfaction of surveying his 
pour, under the shadow of the droop- 
ng tree he had saved. He was about 
, return to the forests, to cut a fresh 
wyndle of poles, when the dryad of the 
ak, speaking in an hollow but en- 
hanting voice from the trunk of the 
ree, addressed him thus: 

‘What shall I do for thee, young 
shepherd, in return for this benevolent 
act? | know thou art poor, and hast on- 
ly five ewes in the word. What dost 
hou wish for? Speak, and it is thine.’ 

‘0 nymph, replied the poor shep- 
herd, if thou permittest me to name my 
wish, it is, that my neighbor Pale- 
mon, who has been sick ever since har- 
vest, may be restored to health.’ 

His request was granted. Palemon 
recovered ; and Amyntas also expe- 
rienced the protection of the divinity ; 
his stock was increased, his fruits and 


















aulsMM his trees. He became a rich shepherd 
t ut: —A bright example, that the gods leave 
like MM not BENEVOLENCE unrewarded. 
AS SO ao soe 
inst! VirtTue.—Virtue is the foundation of 
one f™ honour and esteem, and the source of 
ook Mall beauty, order, and happiness in na- 
ture. It is what confers value on all other 
endowments and qualities of areasonable 
being, to which they ought to be abso- 
ne Utely subservient, and without which, 
est Mg ‘2e more eminent they are, the more 
n- Me ideous deformities, and the greater 
1d Mg Curses they become. ‘The use of it is 
‘4 fg 20t confined to any stage of our exis- 
r- ag nce, or to any particular situation we 
ts can be in, but reaches through all the 
to | Periods and circumstances of our be- 
1, Mm 2gs. Many of the endowments and 
‘;  lents we now possess, and of which 
,. We are too apt to be proud, will cease 
y fj {irely with the present state ; but this 
- willbe our ornament and dignity in 
; i ‘very future state to which we may be 
» B temoved. 
2 —2—t+oeo 
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heey to the crime by whichit was produced, 
and the humanity of that man can deserve no 
panegyric, who is capable of reproaching acri- 
minal in the hands of the executioner. 

Although pride is in one sense, a disagree- 
able, and even a culpable quality, a decent at- 
tention to the dignity of human nature is wise 
and laudable. 

Parties in a state, like pirates, hang out false 
colours ; their pretext is the country’s good ; 
their real object is to get all they can. 

Nothing more disgraces a man than cowar- 
dice ; a coward can never be a true friend, for 
rather than incur danger, he would prove false 
to his own soul. 

Let it be carefully inculcated in youth, that 
to enter upon the world without caurion or re- 
serve, in expectation of general fidelity and jus- 
tice, is to launch on the wide ocean without a 
rudder, hoping that every wind will be pros- 
perous, and that every coast will afford an har- 
bour. 

Jupiter has ordained, said the sacred books 
of Egypt, that, “The evil which a man does to 
his fellow creature, shall return with sevenfold 
vengeance on himself; to the end that no man 
shall find his own happiness in the misery of 
another.” 

— + ee 


A Lawyer who was pleading the cause of 
an infant plaintiff, took the child up in his arms 
and presented itto-the jury suffused with 
tears. This had a great effect until the oppo- 
site lawyer asked the child what made hinrcry. 
** He pinched me,” answered the little-inno-- 
cent. The whole court was conyulsed with 
laughter. 

—— > eee 


A country carpenter neglecting making 2 
gibbet (which was ordered by the execution- 
er,) on the ground that he had not been paid 
fcr the last he erected ; gave so much offence 
that the next time the Judge came to the cir- 
cult he was sent for —* Fellow,” said the judge 
in astern tone, * how came you to neglect 
making the gibbet that was ordered on my ac- 
count ??—** T humbly beg your pardon,” said 
the carpenter, *‘ had I known it had been for 
your lordship it should have beemdone immedi- 
ately.” Be | 

——. + eae 

On a very cold day in winter the Count 
De visited his friend the Chevalier ——., 
who, to a ridiculous passion of being thoughta 
great poet, added the tedious folly of reading 
his verses to every one who had the misfortune 
to fall in his way. The chevalier immediately 
took the count into a chamber apart from the 
company in order to read to him 4 very long 
poem he had newly composed ; having got 











If misery be the effect of virtue, it ought to 
be reverenced ; if of ill fortune it ought to be 
Pitied ; and if of vice, not to be insulted; be- 








cause it is, perhaps, itself a punishment ade- jj the fire, I should not suffer as I now do.” 


through the performance, he asked the count 
his opinion of it.—‘* My dear friend,” said the 
count, shivering with ¢ohd, for there was no 
fire in the chamber, ** 4f had been more 
fire in your verses, or tore of your verses in 















A DANISH ODE. 


Tug great, the glorious deed is done! 
The foe is fled, the field is won ! 
Prepare the feast ; the heroes call ; 
Let joy, let triumph fill the hall ! 

The raven flaps his sable wings ; 

The bard his chosen timbrel brings ; 
Six virgins round, a beauteous choir, 
Sing to the music of his lyre. 

With mighty ale the goblet crown, 
With mighty ale your sorrows drown, 
To-day, to mirth and joy we yield ; 
To-morrow, face the bloody field. 
From danger’s front, at battle’s eve, 
Sweet comes the banquet to the brave ; 
Joy shines with genial beam on all, 
The joy that dwells in Odin’s hall. 
The song bursts living from the lyre, 
Like dreams that guardian ghosts inspire ; 
When mimic shrieks the heroes hear, 
And whirl the visionary spear. 

Music’s the med’cine of the mind ; 

The cloud of care give to the wind ; 
Be every brow with garlands bound, 
And let the cup of joy go round. : 
The clouds come o’er the beam of light ; 
We’re guests that tarry but a night : 
In the dark house together press’d, 
The princes and the people rest. 

Send round the shell, the feast prolong : 
And send away the night in song ; 

Be blest below, as those above, 

With Odin’s and the friends they love. 


oS 


“ THE AGONIZED MOTHER. 
Dead ! yes ! ’tis dead—in agony she cried, 


Nor spoke again. Dire phrenzy seiz’d her 


. brain: 
Fix’d as a statue, day and night she ey’d 
The clay cold babe. 
rein, 


Which soul-felt passions loos’d to maniac rage, 
She snatch’d the hope of youth, the pride of 


age, 


From the dark cearments of the shrouding 


sheet, 


And wild, distracted, rushing through the 


street, 


Withheld it from the grave, till nature sunk 


opprest, 
And friendship stole it to the house of rest. 


She woke. *Tis gone, my babe is gone, she 


cries, | 
And instant sought the ever silent tomb ; 


Once more she clasps the heart beloved prize, |} thirty-seven and a half cents per quarter, payable 
in advance, by T. Conp1e, No. 22, Carter’s alley; 
opposite Mr. Girard’s Bank—Where a LETTER 


Aod weeping bears the putrid body home. 
Day after day, and night encircling night, 


Then with unbridled 
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Nor saw this evening’s shade nor mor, 
light, 

But what she gave the dead, of life, apar, 

Heaven touch’d at suff’rance sad, intense, , 
treme, 

At length the mother lull’d in some , 
dream, 

She sleeps her final sleep—one grave cont, 

The dear, death undivided ; lov’d remains, 

a > Qo 


ABSENCE.—TO A LOVER. 

Say my dear maid, can ought express 
The pain a tender bosom proves, 

Or speak a doating youth’s distress, 
When absent from the maid he loves; 

Can language breath his many sighs, 
Elvira ? No! all words are vain, 


} Th’ experienc’d son of sorrow cries, 


To speak an ardent lover’s pain. 
Wilt thou not weep, by pity mov’d, 
Responsive as my sorrow rolls, 
Wilt thou not say, O! best, belov’d, 
That absence is the death of souls, 
Yet cease Elvira! cease to mourn, 
For happier days great heaven will give, 
Thy absent lover will return, 
Then blest in meeting, both shall live. 
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THE INCONSTANT LOVER. 

I swore I lov’d, and true I swore, 

Then blame me not that you believ’d me ; 
Nor, since my fickle passion’s o’er 

In anger say that I deceiv’d thee. 
I lov’d thee when I swore I loy’d, 

And thought my love wouldilast forever ; 
I thought I who so oft had rovd—— 

I never more could change—no, never * 
I wish’d to lay my heart at rest, 

Secure from life’s tumultuous ocean ; 
And thought, that on thy gentle breast 

It could repose with sweet emotion. 

I know thou’rt good, I know thou’rt kind ; 
For various ways I’ve had to prove thee; 
Alas ' inconstant as the wind, 

What would I give I still could love thee: 


Ee 


FEMALE CHARACTER. 


Woman, charming, lovely creature, 
Gentle, modest, graceful thing ; 
Most refined work of nature, 
Fairer than the flow’ry spring. 
Queen of ev’ry gentle passion, 
Tender sympathy and love ; 
Perfect work of heav’nly fashion, 
Miniature of charms above. 
Love and grace in rich profusion, 
Soft’ning man’s ferocious soul ; 
All creation’s fair conclusion, 
Form’d to beautify the whoie. 
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She binds it to her panting, throbbing heart ; } Box is placed for literary communications. 







